OFF-SHORE                               2I7

and there to understudy a dog which is
Tony it did it.    Not adverse fate itself could show
a more misanthropic aspect than the empty over-
cast waste around us.    It was useless to appeal to
it    It did vouchsafe us one ship that morning, a
German trawler with a fir tree lashed to her deck,
ready for Christmas morning, I suppose, when
perhaps they would tie herrings to its twigs.    But
she was no good to us.    And the grey animosity
granted us three others  during the afternoon,
and   they were   equally   useless, for  they  had
not  sighted   our  fleet for   a  week.     All  that
interested me was the way the look-out on the
bridge picked out a mark, which I could not see,
for it was obscured where sea and sky were the
same murk, and called it a ship.    Long before I
could properly discern it, the look-out behaved
as though he knew all about it.    But it was never
the sign we wanted.    We had changed our course
so often that I was beginning to believe that
nobody aboard could make a nearer guess at our
position than the giddy victim in blindmanVbuff.
A sextant was  never  used.    Apparently these
fishermenfound their way about on a little mental
arithmetic compounded of speed, time,   and the